DON'T You LIWHE THIS
RECORD, pDUCKYBoOY?
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(For ihe daily doings of Percy and Ferdie see THE SUN every evening)

{ WHAT MAKES
FERDIE SO
HAPPY THIS
MORNING ?

MAKE A GOOD CATCH AS

SITTING ON MISS PENELOPES
PORCH PRETTY LATE LAST
NIGHT You OLD RASCAL. SHED|

FATHER HAS MONEY.

HER

SAPHEAD WAS RIGHT

HAT SOME
BUDDING GENIUS
SENDS IN A POEM,
"To THE VIOLET."

" A LITTLE SHRINKING VIOLET,
BY THE WAYSIDE. GREW;

SHEDDING IT'S DAINTY FRAGRANCE,
To BoTH ME AND You." ¥
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THE LITTLE VIOLET 1S No MORE ;
CUT DOWN IN ALL ITS LOVELINESS,
BY THE RUTHLESS HAND OF THE MoWER .

WHo PERPETRATED
THIS WHEEZE ?
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HEAVENS? IT'S FROM PENELOPE" |
WE'LL HAVE To PUBLISH IT, OTHER- |
WISE I'LL LOSE |
MY PULL
WITH HER .

ABOUT OUR
READERS
FEELINGS ?

i

<A

4PM. i SINCE HER MIND RUNS ON VIOLETS,

VIOLETS SHE MUST HAVE .
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SYMBOLIC OF YouR
ADORABLE PoEM,
MIiSS PENELOPE

ADORE

Twa's COMPANY |
THREE'S A CROWD /|
I MUST AwAY * '

VIOLETS | t
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SUCH TENDER SENTIMENT You EXPRESSED
IN YOUR LITTLE SONNET,MISS PENELOPE .

T WOULD THAT | WERE
o4, HEAE'S THE DELIVERY A VIOLET AND—

BoY NOW' | CAN'T
WAIT To SEE (-

THINGY

PLACED IT Y
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. GO, AND NEVER COME BAC
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SURE T I'LL BET HE wonN'T

HAVE. To SIT DownN To LAMB
STEW EITHER T DIp SoME
ONE COME IN?

1 SUPPOSE THEY
WiLL ASK FERDIE.
To DINNER .

\

1D n

YES, I'M BACK FoR THE LAM

FURTHERMORE, |F THE SAPHEAD WHO MAMES

UP OUR PAPER ISN'T FIRED,
LOOK WHERE THAT 4y

POEM IS INSERTED ?
RIGHT UNDER THE
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B STEW'

I QUIT?




